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Flatter'd his spirit; but Pallas where she stood,
Somewhat apart, her clear and bared limbs
O'erthwarted with the brazen-headed spear
Upon her pearly shoulder leaning- cold,
The while, above,, her full and earnest eye
Over her snow-cold breast and angry cheek
Kept watch, waiting decision, made reply.
'C( Self-reverence, self-knowledge, self-control,
These three alone lead life to sovereign power.
Yet not for power, (power of herself
Would come uncall'd for) but to live by law,
Acting the law we live by without fear ;
And, because right is right, to follow right
Were wisdom in the scorn of consequence."
* Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die.
Again she said : "I woo thee not with gifts.
Sequel of guerdon could not alter me
To fairer.    Judge thou me by what I am,
So shalt thou find me fairest.
Yet, indeed,
If gazing on divinity disrobed
Thy mortal eyes are frail to judge of fair,
Unbiass'd by self-profit, oh ! rest thee sure
That I shall love thee well and cleave to thee,
So that my vigour, wedded to thy blood,
Shall strike within thy pulses, like a God's,
To push thee forward thro* a life of shocks,
Dangers, and deeds, until endurance grow
Sinew'd with action, and the full-grown will,
Circled thro3 all experiences, pure law,
Commeasure perfect freedom."
e Here she ceased,
And Paris ponder'd, and I cried, " O Paris,
Give it to Pallas !" but he heard me not,
Or hearing would not hear me, woe is me !
* O mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida,
Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die.